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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE IMMOBILE WIND 

Blue waves within the stone 
Turn like deft wrists interweaving. 

Emotion, undulant, alone. 

Curled wings flow beyond perceiving. 

Swift points of sight, 

mystic and amorous little hands, 
The wind has drunk 

as water swallows sifting sands. 

The wings of a butterfly 

Feel of the wind 

Tentatively; as men die 

In thought, that have not sinned. 



SONG FOR A SMALL BOY WHO HERDS GOATS 

Sweeter than rough hair 
On earth there is none, 
Rough as the wind 
And brown as the sun. 

I toss high my short arms 
Brown as the sun; 
I creep on the mountains 
And never am done. 
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Sharp-hoofed, hard-eyed, 
Trample on the sun! — 
Sharp ears, stiff as wind, 
Point the way to run! 

Who on the brown earth 
Knows himself one? 
Life is in lichens 
That sleep as they run. 

BALLAD OF MEN 

Like long clouds 
On the sky-line, 
All day men come to me. 
I stand and watch them sidewise, 
In thought eternally. 

And if men pass 
They pass like birds 
With necks craning aside. 
And when they pass I know that You 
Or they or I have lied. 

And all my life 
And all my sight 
Are scattered like green sea; 
There is death in women walking. 
Thus I come unto Thee. 
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